IQO                     EXPERIENCE

is so fresh and quick that everything seems
alive and significant. One comes away from
the house with a horizon strangely extended,
and a sense that the world is full of live
ideas and wonderful affairs.

I despair of describing an effect so subtle,
so contagious. It is not in the least
that everything becomes intellectual; that
would be a rueful consequence; there is no
parade of knowledge, but knowledge itself
becomes an exciting and entertaining thing,
like a varied landscape. The wonder is,
when one is with these people, that one did
not see all the fine things that were staring
one in the face all the time, the clues, the con-
nections, the links. The best of it is that it
is not a transient effect; it is rather like the
implanting of a seed of fire, which spreads
and glows, and burns unaided.

It is this sacred fire of which we ought all
to be in search. Fire is surely the most
wonderful symbol in the world! We sit in
our quiet rooms, feeling safe, serene, even
chilly, yet everywhere about us, peacefully
confined in all our furniture and belongings,
is a mass of inflammability, stored with
gases, which at a touch are capable of leap-
ing into flame. I remember once being in a